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attention that you have devoted to an author who
has always from his earliest days done his best to
handle serious things in a serious fashion. . . ."
I have said that Lord Morley's characterisations
of his colleagues would make a piquant and dis-
turbing volume, but nothing would induce me to
write it. There would be too many wigs on the
green. He was a man of warm affections, but he
was intensely and shrewdly critical of all his
colleagues, though there were one or two excep-
tions, notably Mr. Birrell. Mr. Birrell endeared
himself to Lord Morley by his witty and urbane
conversation, his large humanity, and his love of
letters. Of the others he was much more critical.
Something must be allowed for a certain playful
mischievousness in this in which there was more
than a hint of Voltaire's prescription for a pleasant
old age.* All these sallies I omit. But it is not
illegitimate to recall two remarkable prophecies
he made to me the Sunday after the declaration of
war, one of them destined to prove remarkably
true, the other remarkably false. Of Mr. Asquith
he then predicted, " Mark my words, he is not the
pilot to weather this storm "—a prophecy remark-
able in its foresight in that the subject of it was then
at the zenith of his fame and never appeared more
secure in his position : he had carried his Cabinet
with him and had ranged the Opposition on his
* " On a encore, en vieillissant, un grand plaisir qui n'est
pas & n6gliger, c'est de d^compter les impertinents et les imper-
tinentes qu'on a vus mourir, les ministres qu'on a vu renvoy6$
et la foule des ridicules, qui ont pass£ devant les yeux."—Voltaire
to Madarne du Deffand (Faguet's Voltaire, p. 229).

